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A Chronology

The first Japanese to setile on the U.S. main-
land arrive at Gold Hill, near Sacramento,
California.

U.S. Congress grants naturalization rights to
free whites and people of African descent,
omitting mention of Oriental races.

The Japanese government lifts its ban on emi-
gration, allowing its citizens for the first time
to make permanent moves to other countries.

U.S. Bureaun of Immigration and Naturalization
orders that declarations of intent to file for citi-
zenship can only be received from whites and
from people of African descent, thus allowing
courts to refuse naturalization to the Japanese.

Alien Land Bill prevents Japanese aliens from
owning land in California,

Congress passes an Immigration Act stating that
no alien ineligible for citizenship shall be ad-

mitted to the U.S. This stops all immigration
from Japan. -

December 7: Surprise attack on Pearl Harbor
by the Japanese.

February 19: President Roosevelt signs Execu-

tive Order 9066, giving the War Department

authority to define military areas in the western
pis |
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states and to exclude from them anyone who
might threaten the war effort.

1942 March 25: Evacuees begin to arrive at Man-

zanar Camp, in Owens Valley, California, the
first of the permanent camps to open.

August 12: Evacuation completed, 110,000
people of Japanese ancestry removed from the
west coast to ten inland camps.

December 18: U.S. Supreme Court rules that
loyal citizens cannot be held in detention camps
against their will, the first major step toward the
closing of the camps.

1942

1944

1945 Awugust 14: Japan surrenders, ending World
War II.

1945 November 21: Manzanar Camp officially
closes.

1952 Jupe: Congress passes Public Law 414, grant-
ing Japanese aliens the right to become natu-
ralized U.S. citizens.

TERMS USED IN THIS BOOK

Issei

The first generation. The Issei were born in Ja-
pan. Most of them immigrated to the United
States between 1890 and 1915.

Nisei The second generation, the children of the Issei.
American citizens by birth, almost all Nisei
were born before the Second World War.

Sansei The third generation of Americans with Jap-

apese ancestry, most of them borm during or
after the Second World War,



ONE

“—W’hat Fs
Pearl Harbor?®*

On that first weekend in December there must haye
~ been twenty or twenty-five boats getting ready to leave.
) & 1 had just turned seven. I remember it was Sunday be-
cause I was out of school, which meant I could go down
to the wharf and watch. In those days—1941—there
was no smog around Long Beach. The water was clean,
the sky a sharp Sunday blue, with all the engines of
that white sardine fleet puttering up into it, and a lot of
yelling, especially around Papa’s boat. Papa loved to
give orders. He had attended military school in Japan
until the age of seventeen, and part of him never got
over that. My oldest brothers, Bill and Woody, were his
crew. They would have to check the mets again, and
check the fuel tanks again, and rin back to the grocery
store for some more cigarettes, and then somehow ev-
erything had been done, and they were easing away
~ from the wharf, joining the line of boats heading out
[ § past the lighthouse, into the harbor.
; Papa’s boat was called The Nereid—long, .white,
low-slung, with a foredeck wheel cabin. He had anoth-
er smaller boat, called The Waka (a short version of
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our mame), which he kept in Santa Monica, where we
lived. But The Nereid was his pride. It was worth
about $25,000 before the war, and the way he stood in
the cabin steering toward open water you would think
the whole fleet was under his command. Papa had a
mustache then, He wore knee-high rubber boots, a
Tust-colored turtleneck Mama had knitted him, and a
black skipper’s hat. He liked to hear himself called
“Skipper.”
Through one of the big canneries he had made a
deal to pay for The Nereid with percentages of each
catch, and he was anxious to get it paid off, He didn’t
much like working for someone else if he could help it.
Aot of fishermen around San Pedro Harbor had similar
contracts with the canneries. In typical Japanese fashion,
they all wanted to be independent commercial fisher-
men, yet they almost always fished together. They
would take off from Terminal Island, help each other
find the schools of sardine, share nets and radio equip-
ment—competing and Cooperating at the same time,
You never knew how long they’d be gone, a couple
of days, sometimes a week, sometimes a month, de-
pending on the fish. From the wharf we waved good-
bye—my mother, Bill’s wife, Woody’s wife Chizu, and
me. We yelled at them to have a good trip, and after
they were out of earshot and the sea had swallowed
their engine noises, we kept waving, Then we just stood
there with the other women, watching, It was a kind
of duty, perhaps a way of adding a little good Iuck to
the voyage, or warding off the bad. It was also mar-
velously warm, almost summery, the way December
days can be sometimes in southern California,
When the boats came back, the women who lived on
Terminal Tsland would be Tushing to the canneries. But
for the moment there wasn’t much else to do. We
watched until the boats became = row of tiny white
gulls on the horizon, Our vigil would end when they
slipped over the edge and disappeared. You had to
squint against the glare to keep them sighted, and with
4

every blink you expected the last white speck to be
e. ] )
gmllsut this time they didn’t dlisfalt%:oeag. T]igr i{:dpt ﬁfxl;:jlty
i ut there, suspended, as e horiz :
{)ne%:oome what it always seemed to be from sh.ore'.nﬁe
sea’s limit, beyond which no man could sail. . e}:
floated awhile, then they began to grow, tmy gullsward
coming boats again, a white armada cruising towar
us. ., .
“They’re coming back,” my mothez:’sm L )
“Wh)}; would they be coming back?” Chizu said.
“Something with the enigxine.:
“Maybe somebody got hurt. . .
“Bliythey wouldn’t all come back,” Mama said, be-
Wﬂgi{:t(iﬂer woman said, “Maybe there’s a storm com-
e ing the unmarred
They all glanced at the sky, scanning d
horizog. Ma%a shook her head. :I“hege was 10 gxplag;te
tion. No one had ever seer:1 an%thm%h hk% g::tss b:v ;)::. o
d and waited, and when the
:S;ffzehaﬂ mile off the lighthouse, a fellow from the
cannery came running down to the wharf shouting that
the Japanese had just bombed Pearl Harbor, o What is
Chizu said to Mama, “What does he mean? a
1 Harbor?” . .
Peﬁama yelled at him, “What is Pear] Harbor?
But he was running along the docks, Iike Paul Re-
vere, bringing the news, -and didn’t have time to ex-
plain.

That night Papa burned the flag he had brouglt with

him from Hiroshima thirty-five years earlier. It was -

such a beautiful piece of material, I couldn’t behe;ecllls
was doing that, He burned a lot of papers too;1 Ome
ments, anything that might suggest he .Stl.ﬁ. h:«:ld ,stod
connection with Japan. These precantlpns. di g Idg,
him much good. He was not opiy an alien; he ef 12
" commercial fishing license, and in the early days o
5




war the FBI was picking up all such men, for fear
they were somehow making contact with enemy ships
off the coast. Papa himself knew it would only be a
matter of time.

They got him two weeks later, when we were
staying overnight at Woody’s place, on Terminal Is-
Iand. Five hundred Japanese families lived there then,
and FBI deputies had been questioning everyone, ran-
sacking houses for anything that could conceivably be
used for signaling planes or ships or that indicated
loyalty to the Emperor. Most of the houses had radios
with a short-wave band and a high aerial on the roof
so that wives could make contact with the fishing boats
during these long cruises. To the FBI every radio owner
Wwas a potential saboteur. The confiscators were often
. deputies sworm in hastily during the turbulent days

* right after Pearl Harbor, and these men seemed to be

acting out the general pamic, seeing sinister possibilities
in the most ordinary household items: fHashlights, kitch-
. en knives, cameras, lanterns, toy swords.

If Papa were trying to avoid arrest, he wouldn’t have
gone mear that island. But I think he knew it was
futile to hide out or resist. The next morning two FBI
men in fedora hats and trench coats—like out of a thir-
ties movie—knocked on Woody’s door, and when they
left, Papa was between them. He didn’t struggle. There
Wwas 1o point to it. He had become a man without a
country. The land of his birth was at war with Ameri-
ca; yet after thirty-five years here he was still pre-
vented by law from becoming an American citizen. He
was suddenly a man with no rights who looked exactly
like the enemy.

About all he had left at this point was his tremen-
dous dignity. He was tall for a Japanese man, nearly
six feet, lean and hard and healthy-skinned from the
sea. He was over fifty. Ten children and a lot of hard
luck had worn him down, had worn away most of the
arrogance he came to this country with. But he still

: had dignity, and he would not Iet those deputies push
him out the door. He led them.

&

Mama knew they were taking all the alien me.]:l1 ﬁr(sit
to an interrogation center right there on the island.

-Some were simply being questioned and released. In

beginning ‘she wasn’t too ‘worned; at least she
?guldn%; Ietgherse]f be. But it grew dark ai?ldhhg
wasn’t back. Another day went by and we Sti . Zn
heard nothing. Then word came that he ha i‘ .
taken into custody and shipped out. Whefe to, o:.;s S:o
how long? No one knew. All my brothers’ attemp

t were fruitless. ) _—
ﬁngv?:;t had they charged him with? We didn’t .Lntc_;w
that either, until an article appeared the next day 1:11 ! e
Santa Monica paper, saying he .had been arrested for
delivering oil to Japanese submarines oﬁshore. e
My mother began to weep. It seems now that sh

wept for days. She was a s;nali, plump woman vzeo
laughed easily and cried easily, but I h.ad never sb n
her cry like this. I couldn’t _understand it. I remem er;'
cliﬁging to her legs, wondering why everyone was Cry
ing, This was the beginning of a ter,nble, frantic time
for all my family. But I myself didn’t cry about Papa,l,
or have any inkling of what was wrenching Mama’s
heart, until the next time I saw him, almost a year
later.




TWO

Shilkate Ga Nai

In December of 1941 Papa’s disa idn’
ppearance didn’t
;c;tilecg i’f.e nearly so much as the world I soon found
He had been a jack-of-all-trades. When I was bo
ge was farming near Inglewood. Later, when he startzg
shing, we mow.ad to Ocean Park, near Santa Monica
and until they picked him up, that's where we lived in
a big frame house with a brick fireplace, a block b’ack
from the beach. We were the only Japanese family in
the neighborhood. Papa liked it that way. He dido’t
;;&{ant to be labeled or grouped by anyone. But with
im gone and no way of knowing what to expect my
mother moved all of us down to Terminal IsI’and
]ZVoody aI'ready lived there, and one of my older sisteré
ad married a Terminal Island boy. Mama’s first con-
cern now was to keep the family together; and once the
war began, she felt safer there than isolated racially in
Ocean Park. But for me, at age seven, the island was
8 country as foreign as India or Arabia would have
}Jaeeg. It was the first time I had lived among other
ﬁe% :lll?st%eotli-nf:.ne to school with them, and I was terri-
This was partly Papa’s fault. One of his threats to
8

keep us vounger kids in line was “I'm going to sell you
to the Chinaman.” When I had entered kindergarten
two years earlier, T was the only Oriental in the class.
They sat me next to a Caucasian girl who happened to
have very slanted eyes. I looked at her and began to
scream, certain Papa had sold me out at last. My fear
of her ran so deep I could not speak of it, even to
Mama, couldn’t explain why I was screaming. For
two weeks T had nightmares about this girl, until the
teachers finally moved me to the other side of the room.
And it was still with me, this fear of Oriental faces,
when we moved to Terminal Island.

Tn those days it was a company town, a ghetto
owned and controlled by the canneries. The men went
after fish, and whenever the boats came back-—day or
night—the women would be called to process the
catch while it was fresh. One in the afternoon or four in
the morning, it made no difference. My mother had to
go to work right after we moved there. I can still hear
the whistle—two toots for French’s, three for Van
Camp’s—and she and Chizu would be out of bed in
the middle of the night, heading for the cannery.

The house we lived in was nothing more than a
shack, a barracks with single plank walls and rough
wooden floors, like the cheapest kind of migrant work-
ers’ housing, The people around us were hardworking,
boisterous, a little proud of their mickname, yo-go-re,
which meant literally uncouth one, or roughneck, or
dead-end kid. They not only spoke Japanese exclusive-
1y, they spoke a dialect peculiar to Kyushu, where their
families had come from in Japan, a rough, fisherman’s
language, full of ocaths and insults. Instead of saying
ba-ka-ta-re, a common insult meaning stupid, Terminal
Islanders would say ba-ka-ya-ro, a coarser and exclu-
sively masculine use of the word, which implies gross
stupidity. They would swagger #nd pick on outsiders

and persecute anyone who didn’t speak as they did.
That was what made my own time there so hateful. I
had never spoken anything but English, and the other
kids in the second grade despised me for it. They were
9




tough and mean, like ghetto kids anywhere, Each day
after school I dreaded their ambush, My brother Kiyo,
three years older, would wait for me at the door, where
we would decide whether to run straight home together,
or split up, or try a new and unexpected route.

None of these kids ever actually attacked. Tt was the
threat that frightened us, their fearful looks, and the
noises they would make, like miniature Samurai, in a
language we couldn’t understand.

At the time it seemed we had been living under this
reign of fear for years. In fact, we lived there about
two months. Late in February the navy decided o
clear Terminal Island completely. Even though most of
us were American-born, it was dangerous having that
many Orientals so close to the Long Beach Naval Sta-
tion, on the opposite end of the island. We had known
something like this was coming. But, like Papa’s arrest,
not much could be done ahead of time. There were
four of us kids still young enough to be living with
Mama, plus Granny, her mother, sixty-five then, speak-

ing no English, and nearly blind. Mama didn’t know
where else she could get work, and we had nowhere
else to move ro.
for us. We were given forty-eight hours to clear out.

The secondhand dealers had been prowling around
for weeks, like wolves, offering humiliating prices for
goods and furniture they knew many of us would have
to sell sooner or later. Mama had left all but her most
valuable possessions in Ocean Park, simply because she
had nowhere to put them. She had brought along her
pottery, her silver, heirlooms like the kimonos Granny
had brought from Japan, tea sets, lacquered tables, and

one fine old set of china, blue and white porcelain,
almost translucent. On the day we were leaving,
Woody’s car was so crammed with boxes and luggage
and kids we had just run out of room, Mama had to
sell this china.

One of the dealers offered her fifteen dollars for it.
She said it was a full setting for twelve and worth at
least two hundred, He said fifteen was his top price,

10

On February 25 the choice was made -

Mama started to quiver. Her eyes bla.zed up at him. She
had been packing all night and trying to calm do:wn
Granny, who didn’t understand why we were moving
again and what all the rush was about. Mama s ner:tels
were shot, and now navy jeeps were I.zatroﬂmg :
streets, She didn’t say another word. :She just glared a
this man, all the rage and frustration channeled at
im through her eyes. )
lm?-le wat%hed heiy for a moment and said he was sure
he couldn’t pay more than seventeen fifty for that china.
She reached into the red velvet case, togk out a dmnhiz
plate and hurled it at the floor right in fromt of
fee';:he man leaped back shguﬁ!ng, “Hey! Hey, don’t do
that! e are valuable dishes!” .
thai\t/ia'lx;il; stook out another dinner plate and huxlegl it
at the floor, then another and anoiihert never moving,
never opening her mouth, just quivering ar_;d glgrmg
at the retreating dealer, with tears streaming down
her cheeks. He finally turned and scutiled out the dt:uol;i
‘heading for the next house. When he was gone she ﬁsltot% |
there smashing cups and bowls and platters un t:
whole set lay in scattered blue and white fragmen
across the wooden floor.

The American Friends Service help.ed us find a smzfﬂ
house in Boyle Heights, another minority ghetto, in
downtown Los Angeles, now inhabited i:)rual‘il}r by a
few hundred Terminal Island refugees. Executive Or-
der 9066 had been signed by Prgszdent Roosevelt, giv-
ing the War Department authority to define military
areas in the western states and to exclude from them
anyone who might threaten the war eﬁqrt. There was
a lot of talk about internment, or moving mlan_d, or
something like that in store for all Japanese Americans,
I remember my brothers sitting a:oun_d the table talking
very intently about what we were going to do, howhwe
would keep the family together. They had seen ﬂ?v:
quickly Papa was removed, apd they knew now : a
he would not be back for quite a while. Just before
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leaving Terminal Island Mama had received her first
Ietter, from Bismarck, North Dakota. He had been im-
prisoned at Fort Lincoln, in an all-male camp for ene-
my aliens.

Papa had been the patriarch. He had always de-
cided everything in the family. With him gone, my
brothers, like councilors in the absence of a chief, wor-
tied about what should be done. The ironic thing is,
there wasn’t much left to decide. These were mainly
days of quiet, desperate waiting for what seemed at the
time to be inevitable. There is a phrase the Japanese
use in such situations, when something difficult must
be endured. You would hear the older heads, the Issei,
telling others very quietly, “Shikata ga nai” (It cannot
be helped). “Shikata &a nai” (It must be done).

Mama and Woody went to work packing celery for
a Japanese produce dealer. Kiyo and my sister May and
I enrolled in the Iocal school, and what sticks in my
memory from those few weeks is the teacher—not her

- looks, her remoteness. In Ocean Park my teacher had
been a kind, grandmotherly woman who used to sajl
with us in.Papa’s boat from time to fime and who
wept the day we had to leave. In Boyle Heights the
teacher felt cold and distant. T was confused by all the
moving and was having trouble with the classwork, but

she would never help me out. She would have nothing
to do with me.

This was the first time T had felt outright. hostility
from_a Caucasjan. Looking back, it is easy enough to
explain. Public attitudes toward the Japanese in Cali--
fornia were shifting rapidly. In the first few months of
the Pacific war, America Wwas on the run, Tolerance had
turned to distrust and irrationaj fear, The hundred-
year-old tradition of anti-Orientalism on the west coast
soon resurfaced, more vicious than ever. Its result
became clear about a month later, when we were told
to make our third and final move, :

The name Manzanar meant nothing to us when we
left Boyle Heights. We didn’t know where it was or
what it was, We went because the government ordered

iz

And, in the case of mv older brothers and =

to. . =
:isste;)s! e went with a certain amount of relief. 'Il'{hg_ =
ad all heard stories of Fapanese homes being attacT he'z‘ -
TOf beaungs in the swecs Of Canrornia towns. lhey -
| \iere as irghtened of the Caucasians as Caucasians s
“were of us. Moving, under what appeared to btat gové
ernment protection, to an area less dlr.ectly threa e;t:) :
by the war seemed notlgzmh ﬁa ba&i ;ggfr eat all,
it actually sounded like a ne ady - )
SOI(‘;JJ: pickup);)oint was a }?iudq}:l;yst c];gt;vjénglg&;smﬁe
. It was very eatly, and misty, &
%vailtzs ozIJr Iuggag;.y Mama had bought heavy coatz(si f?:lx; :.g
of us. She grew up in eastern Wa_shmgton an e
that anywhere inland in eartiy Agnjli :;Lui; ’:eerc:itﬁ:no
d of my new coat, and X g
gfféﬂ%al bag %‘ying to be friendly w,1th tI;Ie (grii-
hound driver. I smiled at him, He die_mt smile b:reé
He was befriending no one. Someone tied a nlliu;_ .1
tag to my collar and to the duffel bag (eacl gm%y oy
was given a number, and that became our official esg; T
pation until the camps were cloged), someonlciam % e
passed out box lunches for the trip, and we climbe
ab;a;gé never been outside Los Angeles (Z.‘ount;::i never
traveled more than ten miles from the coas!:, ha ne:ﬁ;
even ridden on a bus. I was full of excﬁementi fhe
way any kid would be, and wanted to look ou e
window. But for the first few hours the sha%es werd
drawn. Around me other people played cards, rte;ao
magazines, dozed, waiting. I settled back, waiting e,
and finally fell asleep. The bus felt very secure 1to .ms.
‘Almost half its passengers were immediate re alt{:tve .
Mama and my older brother:hhad s?%%idege;?iedei‘g;
i together, on the sam y
E% fafié gimu;. 1 cgiidn’t realize until much later what a
job that was, The strategy had been, first, to have' evegy-
one living in the same district .when the evacuation be-
gan, and then to get all of us included under the samg
family number, even though names had been change
by marriage. Many families weren’t as lucky as ours
13




and suffered months of anguis i i
transfers from one camp to%aiolzh;].lﬂe e o a}'range
. We rode all day. By the time we reached our destina-
tiom, t]}e shades were up. It was late afternoon. The
first _thmg I saw was a yellow swirl across a blurred
reddish setting sun. The bus was being pelted by whaé
sounded like splattering rain. It wasn’t rain, This was
$g'uﬁrstb§lc;ok_at something I would soon know very
, a owing flurry of dust
by the wind thro%lgh Ov{fens Valle;i.nd rand churned vp
er drove past a barbed-wire fence, through a gate
and into an open space where trunks and sacks and
packages had been dumped from the baggage trucks
that drove out ahead of us. I could see a few tents
set up, the first rows of black barracks, and beyond
:hem, blurred l_Jy sand, rows of barracks that seemed
o spread for mﬂ{?s_across this plain. People were sitting
on gartoqs_ or milling around, with their backs to the
grm » Walling to see which friends or relatives might
¢ on this bus, As we approached, they turned or
_stopd up, and some moved toward us expectantly. But
inside the bus no one stirred, No ope waved or s;;oke
'.[:hey" Just stared out the windows, ominously silent. I
didn’t understand this. Hadn’t we finally arrived, our
:I?;le glaréuly mntact? I opened a window, leaned’ out
. [73 - 4
wakg'; uiis !],::appﬂy. Hey! This whole bus is full of
Outside, the greeters smiled. Inside
plosion of laughter, hysterical, teusionE%:gZJgna; ?:uzﬁ:

ter that left my brothers chokin K
other across the shoulders, g and whacking each

We had pulled up just in time for g
halls weren’t completed yet. An ouféﬁit.cg;mﬁtﬁ:
snaked around a half-finished building that broke a
good part of the wind. They issued us army mess Kits
the round metal kind that fold over, and plopped in
scoops of canned Vienna sausage, canned string beans
steamed tice that had been cooked too long, and or;
top of the rice a serving of canned apricots. ".E‘he Cau-
14

casian servers were thinking that the fruit poured over
rice would make a good dessert. Among the Japanese,

of course, rice is mever eatem with sweet foods, only

with salty or savory foods. Few of us could eat such

" a mixture. But at this point no one dared protest. It
" would have been impolite. I was horrified when I saw

the apricot syrup seeping through my little mound of
rice. 1 opened my mouth to complain. My mother
jabbed me in the back to keep quiet. We moved on
through the line and joined the others squatting in the
lee of half-raised walls, dabbing courteously at what
was, for almost everyone there, an imedible concoc-
tion.

After dinner we were taken fo Block 16, a cluster of
fifteen barracks that had just been finished a day or
so earlier—although finished was hardly the word for
it. The shacks were built of one thickness of pine
planking covered with tarpaper. They sat on concrete
footings, with about two feet of open space between
the floorboards and the ground. Gaps showed between
the planks, and as the weeks passed and the green
wood dried out, the gaps widened. Knotholes gaped in
the uncovered floor.

Each barracks was divided into six units, sixteen by
twenty feet, about the size of a living room, with one

_ bare bulb hanging from the ceiling and an oil stove for

heat. We were assigned two of these for the twelve
people in our family group; and our official family
“number” was enlarged by three digits—16 plus the
number of this barracks. We were issued steel army
cots, two brown army blankets each, and some mat-
tress covers, which my brothers stuffed with straw.

The first task was to divide up what space we had
for sleeping. Bill and Woody contributed a blanket
each and partitioned off the first room: one side for
Bill and Tomi, one side for Woody and Chizu and their
baby gitl. Woody also got the stove, for heating for-
mulas.

The people who had it hardest during the first few
months were young couples like these, many of whom
i5




had married just before the ev
not to be separated and sent
two.rooms were crowded, but
family. My oldest sister and h

All they had to use for
army blankets, two of
keep one person warm

' ght—the parents
9:00 p.m.—and they con-
like that for six months,

bett?r than their life at Manzanar. They
else, a room, perhaps a

That first night in Block

. 16, the rest of us

into the secon;\i}I room—&my, Lillian, age ;ggfzazeii
ay, eleven, Kiyo, ten, Mama, and me.

time. Being youngest

h .
ers, we had to flatten it some S0 we wouldn'’t slide off

I slept wi i
L3 kI.J ith her every night after that until Papa came

acuation began, in order
to different camps, Qur
at least it was all in the
er husband were shoved

A Different Kirnd
of Sand

We woke early, shivering and coated with dust that
- had blown up through the knotholes and in through the’
 glits around the doorway. During the night Mama had -
unpacked all our clothes and heaped them on our beds
for warmth, Now our cubicle looked as if a great laun-
dry bag had exploded and then been sprayed with fine
dust. A skin of sand covered the fioor. I looked over
Mama’s shoulder at Kiyo, on top of his fat matiress,
buried under jeans and overcoats and sweaters. Kis
eyebrows were gray, and he was starting t0 giggle. He
was looking at me, at my gray eyebrows and coated
hair, and pretty soon we were both giggling. I looked
at Mama’s face to see if she thought Kiyo was funny.
She lay very still mext to me on our matiress, ber
eyes scanning everything—bare rafters, walls, dusty
kids—scanning slowly, and I think the mask of her
face would have cracked had not Woody’s voice just
then come at us through the wall. Fle was rapping on
the planks as if testing to see if they were hollow.

“Hey!” he yelled. “You guys fall into the same
* flour barrel as us?”
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“No,” Kiyo yelled back.

All of us Jaughed at this.

“Well, tell ’em it’s time to get up,” Woody said,
“If we're gomna live in this place, we better get to
work.”

He gave us ten minutes to dress, then he came in
carrying a broom, a bammer, and a sack full of tin can
lids he had scrounged somewhere. Woody would be our
leader for a while now, short, stocky, grinning behind
his mustache. He had just turned twenty-four. In later
years he would tour the Country with Mr. Moto, the
Japanese tag-team wrestler, as his sinister assistant Suki
~—karate chops through the ropes from outside the ring,
a chunky leg reaching from under his kimono to
trip up Mr. Moto’s foe. In the ring Woody’s smile
looked sly and crafty; he hammed it up. Offstage it
was whimsical, as if some joke were bursting to be told.

“Hey, brother Ray, Kiyo,” he said. “You see these
tin can lids?”

“Yeah, yeah,” the boys said drowsily, i

back to sleep. They were both young versions of
Woody.

“You see all them
walls?”

They looked around.

“Ours is full of Japs.”

knotholes in the floor and in the

You could see about a dozen,
Woody said, “You get those covered up before
breakfast time, Any more sand comes in here through

one of them knotholes, you have to eat it off the floor
with ketchup.”

“What about sand
Kiyo said.

Woody stood up Very straight, which in itself was
funny, since he wag only about five-foot-six.

“Don’t worry about the cracks,” he said. “Different
kind of sand comes in through the cracks.”

He put his hands on his hips and gave Kiyo a
sternly comic look, squinting at him through one eye
the way Papa would when he was asserting his au-

thority. Woody mimicked Papa’s voice: “And I can tell
the difference. So be careful.”

that comes in through the cracks?”

oys laughed and went to work nailing doyvn
'dzh:d:y z:arteg;weeping out the sand. I was heipling
‘Mama fold the clothes we’c} used fo; cover, \171.' 3?-
Woody came over and put his arm around heg s % o
er. He was short; she was even shorter, under
eet.
id softly, “You okay, Mama?” .
é?eszgrf’ct, io{)k at him, she just kept folding clothgg
and said, “Can we get the cracks cov?red too, Wood).f.d
Qutside the sky was clear, but icy gusts of vglﬁ
were buffeting our barracks every few minutes, 5813! N §
frésh dust pufis up through _the. ﬂoorboards: ; ty;r
broom could barely keep up *w?th it, and our oil hea
could scarcely hold its own against :che drafts. Ma
“We'll get this whole place as tight as a bartfl, ﬂ;
ma. I already met a guy who told me where they p
all the scrap lumber.”
£14 ?” ' .
“:SI%aatl’Js: all they got. I mean, they’re still buﬂif]:lg
the camp, you know. Sixteen blocks left to go.ﬁl .ef
that, they say maybe we’ll get some stuff to fix the in:
i Iittle bit.” i ]
SldI?Ise: eyes blazed then, her voice quietly _ﬁmcl)zlksé
“Woody, we can’t live like this. Animals live
ﬁuit was hard to get Woody down. He'd keeg smz!n;.cg
when everybody else was ready to explode. Grief c?lﬁ -
ered in his eyes. He blinked it away and hugg:: er
tighter. “We'll make it bette.r, Mama. Ym} watch, Bo.
We could hear voices in 'Olthte:rt ggfizgl‘;sy now,
all Woody’s baby 5 e
yoE;i ihai:vto go ovzr to f.hf_lliitchen,” he said, “ see if
those guys got a pot for heating bottles. That oil sto;ﬁ
takes too long—something wrong with the Exel line.
find out what they’re giving us for breakf’ast.. )
“Probably hotcakes with s]c])y tfau;:, Kiyo said, on
i knees between the bunks. )
h]s“hl\?ctnl.c’if‘?&l’loidy grinned, heading out th,e; door. “Rice,
With Log Cabin Syrup and inelted butter,
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FOUR

alifornia with as much luggage as each person could
carry. Some old men left Los Angeles wearing Ha-
aiian shirts and Panama hats and stepped off the bus
an altitude of 4000 feet, with nothing available but
agebrush and tarpaper to stop the April winds pour-
g down off the back side of the Sierras.
The War Department was in charge of all the camps
this point. They began to issue military surplus from

A Commsors

Riaster Plas

e First World War—olive-drab knit caps, earmufis,
peacoats, canvas leggings. Later on, sewing machines
ere shipped in, and one barracks was turned into a
othing factory. An old seamstress took a peacoat of
ine, tore the lining out, opened and flattened the
sleeves, added a collar, put arm holes in and handed
e back a beautiful cape. By fall dozens of seamstresses

ere working full-time transforming thousands of these

¥ don’t remember what we ate that
- know we stood for half an hour

ate huddled around the stove.
fhan when we left, because Wo
Ing good his promise to Mama, tac

of lath he’d found
o lath , Stuffing rolled p

Beyond this tempor w i
little else he coul% ciac? ot o
fore our “home”
was the day we

the rafters and peek into anyone’s life

The simple truth :
for us when we got ther
We had only the dimm
of the families, like u
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: first morning. I
in cut i iti

to get our food. Then we took it back tt(l}ng];v ::?J%igzlggg ’
Inside, it was warmer
ody was already mak-
king up some ends
aper around the door

Trouble was, he had almost nothing to work with.
pping, there was
Months went by, in fact, be-
chaez:iged m;;ch at all from what it
va moved in-—bare floo

nf%ns]; one bulb in each compartment 1('is;nblan1cet o
Tool beam, and open ceilings overhead i
chievous boys like Ray and Kiyo could clsilef;hat e

gling from a

is the camp was no more ready

e than we were ready for it
est ideas of what to expect. Most
s, had moved out from southern

Id army clothes into capes, slacks and stylish coats.
ut until that factory got going and packages from
jends outside began to fill out our wardrobes,
armth was more important than style. I.couldn’t help
ughing at Mama walking around in army earmuffs
and a pair of wide-cuffed, khaki-colored wool trousers
everal sizes too big for her. Japamese are generally
maller than Caucasians, and almost 2ll these clothes
rere oversize. They flopped, they dangled, they hung.
It seems comical, Iooking back; we were a band of
Charlie Chaplins marooned in the California desert. But
t the time, it was pure chaos. That’s the only way to
escribe it. The evacuation had been so hurriedly
lanned, the camps so hastily thrown together, nothing
was completed when we got there, and almost nothing
worked.

1 was sick continually, with stomach cramps and
diarrhea, At first it was from the shots they gave us
or typhoid, in very heavy doses and in assembly-line
ashion: swab, jab, swab, Move along now, swab, jab,
wab, Keep it moving. That knocked all of us younger
kids down at once, with fevers and vomiting. Later,
t was the food that made us sick, young and old alike.
The kitchens were too small and badly ventilated.
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while we two played our secret games, making eyes af
¢ach other when Papa gave the order to begin to eat;
racing with chopsticks to scrape the last grain from oun
rice bowls, eyeing Papa to see if he had noticed who

won.

Now, in the mess halls, after a few weeks had passed;
we stopped eating as a family. Mama tried to hold us
together for a while, but it was hopeless. Granny was
too feeble to walk across the block three times a day,i
50 May brought food}
and sisters,
meanwhile, began eating with their friends; or eating
in the hope of finding better|
food. The word would get around that the cook over.
in Block 22, say, really knew his stuff, and they would
eat a few meals over there, to test the rumor, Camp
anthorities frowned on mess hall hopping and tried to.
good cooks liked it. They liked to see |
long lines outside their kitchens and would work overw |

especially during heavy weather,
to her in the barracks. My older brothers

somewhere blocks away,

stop it, but the

time to attract a crowd.,

Younger boys, like Ray, would make a game of see- |

ing how many mess halls they could hit in one meal
period—be the first in line at Block 16, gobble down
your food, run to 17 by the middle of the dinner
hour, gulp another helping, and burry to 18 to make
the end of that chow line
of the evening. They didn’t need to do that. No matter
how bad the food might be, you could always eat till
you were full.

Kiyo and I were too young to run around, but

often we would eat in gangs with other kids, while the |
grownups sat at another table. I confess I enjoyed this |

part of it at the time. We all did. A couple of years
after the camps opened, sociologists studying the life

noticed what. had happened to the families, They
made some recommendations,

families must start eating together again. Most people

resented this; they griped and grumbled. They were in

the habit of eating with their friends. And until the
26

and stuff in the third meal

and edicts went out that |

ess hall system iiself could be changed, not much
uld really be done, It was too late. o
. My own family, after three years of mess hg]l %mng,
collapsed as an integrated unit. Whatever dignity or
ecling of filial strength we may have known b‘afore
ecember 1941 was lost, and we did pot recover it un-
til many years after the war, not untﬂ after Papa died
and we began to come togetillier, trying to fill the vac-
m his passing left in all our lives.
u'I‘he c})osinggof the camps, in the fall of 1945, only
geravated what had begun inside. Papa had no money
then and could not get work. Half of our family had
already moved to the east coast, where jobs had opened
p for them. The rest of us were relocated into a former
efense workers’ housing project in Long Beach., In
that small apartment there never was engugh.room for
all of us to sit down for a meal, We ate in slnﬁts, and I
earned all the more for our huge round table in Ocean

Soon after we were released I wrote a paper for a
eventh-grade journalism class, describing how we used
o hunt grunion before the war. The whole family
would go dowa to Ocean Park Beach afte:r dark, when
the grunfon were running, and build a big fire on the

and. T would watch Papa and my older brothers splash
through the moonlit surf to scoop out the fish, then
we’d rush back to the house where Mama would fry
them up and set the sizzling pan on the table, with soy
sauce and horseradish, for a midnight mezil. I ended
the paper with this sentence: “The reason’I want to
remember this is because I know we’ll never be able to

You might say it would have happened sooner OF
ater anyway, this sliding apart of such.a large fa.mﬂy,
in postwar California. People get married; their inter-
ests

rnment accelerated the process, made
suddenly it was almost tangible. _

shift. But there is no escaping the fact that our




Not only did we stop eating at home, there was ng
longer 2 home to eat in. The cubicles we had were too
small for anything you might call “living.” Mama
couldn’t cook meals there. Tt was impossible to find
any privacy there. We slept there and spent most of
owr waking hours elsewhere.

Mama had gone to work again soon after we ar-
rived. The call went out for people with any kind of
skill to offer their services, Thou ing,
with ore, 1 i etimes_with
outright patriotism ing.“to do their part.” Woody
SM%M of my brothers-in-law
was a 1oofing foreman. Another ran a reservoir crew,
Mama had worked as a dietician in Washington after
she was married. In camp this was high-priority train-
ing. In addition to the daily multitude, those amateur
cooks were faced with allergy cases, diabetics, aursing
mothers, infants who required special feedings, For Ma-

ma it was also a way to mak ittle monev. Nj
Zdollars+ i This s top e pa e LIS,
Unskilled labor started at eight. All volunteer of course,
You didn’t have to get out of bed in the morning if
you didn’t want to. Mama wanted the work. She had a
monthly fee to pay the warehouse in Los Angeles where
she had stored what remained of our furniture and
silver just before we evacuated. She worried about this
constantly. g
She worried about Papa too. Letters from him trick-
led in, once or twice a month, with half the words
blacked out, calling her “Sweetheart” for the first time
in fifteen years. She was always distracted, staring at
things I could never see. 1 would try fo gef her atten-
tion, grab her around the legs. At night, in b&d; she
would hug me close. But during the day §H& Hever
seemed to.notice me, T e
Adrift, I began to look elsewhere for attention and
thus took the first steps out of my child’s realm toward
a world of grownups other than my parents. Though I
was only seven, my images of certain people from this
period are very precise, because 1 had begun to see
28

idults for the first time. On ’;‘erminal Islaad £

se_demon-children wh

me. At Manzanar, past the fear of slanted eyes
and high cheekbones, I watched with fresh amazemen(ii:
the variety of faces and bodies apd costumes ail aroun
me. This may have resulted, in part, from the life

anzanar had forced upon us m..%ce the weather
warmed up, it was an out-of-doors life, where you Otdj.f
went “home” at night, when you ﬁnaliy' h.ad to:
0,000 people on an endless promenade inside thg
square mile of barbed wire that was the wall aroun
9%3?05 our neighbors was a tall, broad woman, tz—zll-
er than anyone in camp, as far as I recall, She walked
erectly and wore an Aunt Jemima scarf around her
head. She was married fo a Japanese man, and theg
had adopted a little Japanese girl I sometimes playe
with. But this woman, I realized mui::h later, was half-
black, with light mulatto skin, passing as a Japanes%e
in order to remain with her husbim_l. She wore scarfs

ver her give-away hair.
.vmgﬁ;ﬁ:gks facinglg ours there lived am elegant
‘woman who astounded me each time I saw her. She
and her husband both came from Japan, gnd ner lon_g
aristocratic face was always a ghgstly white. In tradi-
tional fashion she powdered it with rice flour every
‘morning. By old-country standards this made hc?r more
eautiful. For a long time I thought she was diseased.
- Two more white faces stand out m my memory, a
pair of nurses I saw from time to time m‘the clinic,
"They wore white shoes, white hgse, and white dresses.
Above their bleached faces their foreheads had been
shaved halfway over their scalp’s curve to make ta
sharp widow’s peak where starched biacif hair began to
“arch upward, reminding me of a cobra’s hood. Their
lips were gone. Their brows were pluckeq. They wen:
“always together, a pair oif reptilian kabuki creatures &
in the camp hospital. ‘

100;&:“1;1 might sap;r theg were the negatives for two (zithfsr
women I soon began to see almost every day aund, in
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- up what came to be known as

English. Sister Mary Bernadette was a feisty, robust
little Canadian Japanese who spoke both languages
fluently,

They were Maryknoll nuns, members of that mis-
sionary order whose special task is to go into a couniry,

with knowledge of its language, and convert its people
to the Catholic faith.

orphanage in Los Angeles for children of Japanese an-
cestry. Evacnated to Manzanar and given the job of
caring for some fifty orphans interned there, they set
“Children’s Village,” and
they had one barracks turned into a chapel. They

.. were joined by Father Steinback, one of the few Cau-

casians to live among us inside the compound and eat
in our mess halls, He was greatly admired for this,
and many internees converted to Catholicism before
the camp was closed.,

I was almost one of them. Papa stepped in just be-
fore my baptism day. If he had been there during those
early months I probably would never have started
spending time with the Maryknolls. He was always sus-
picious of organized religions. I think he had already
tried to scare me away from Catholics. That was one
of his prime methods of instruction: fear. On my way
home from school each day in Ocean Park T would
break into a run as I passed the local Catholic church,
The nuns I glimpsed were robed and ghostly figures I
wanted no part of.

Culturally we were like those Jews who observe cer-
tain traditions but never visit a Synagogue. We kept a
little Buddhist shrine in the house, and we celebrated
a few Japanese holidays that were religiously connected
—the way Christmas is. But we never said prayers. I
had never been inside a Buddhist church. And as for
Christianity, I had not heard the word God until we
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Before the war they had run an

he ( iend I made there—another Japanese girl—
’kozzeﬁéona Baptist Sunday S.chool on ‘the. zslalgd,
where a Caucasian teacher bewildered me with pic-
ares of Jambs and donkeys and golden-domed pa-
mhFogf’some reason these did not a.ppeal to me neaﬂg
much as the stories of the saints and martyrs
ard a few months later when I began to study cate~
ism with the Maryknolls. Soon I was over there
ery afternoon and most of Sunday. W§th no r.e’gular
hool to attend and no home to spend time in, it’s no
mystery that I should have been drawn to'these two
nd and generous women. They had organized a rio;
eation program. They passed out candy. But w af
pt me coming back, once I starte.d, were the tales o
the unfortunate women like Saint Agatha, whose
breasts were cut off when she refused to renounce her
al;hilad to walk nearly a mile to rea_cﬁ their ‘chapel,
d walk a mile back. That summer it was m:saabéy
hot, over one hundred degrees most days. Yet I made
the trip gladly. A big homely girl abE)ut twenty .yeiri
d who wore boys’ shoes and an Eisenhower jac %t
aught catechism to the younger kids. She loved to si
s down and fix us with the eye of a mother supen];)r
and tell us about Saint Agatha, or Saint Juhana,. W 3
was boiled alive, or Saint Marcella, who was whippe
: the Goths.
mfe:vg;bgascinated with the mise:rie?s of women who
had suffered and borne such afflictions. On my ;vay
homue, I would hike past row upon row of blac:}s{:i arr;
racks, watching mountains waver through that desed
heat, with the sun trying to dry up my very bloo t,han
imagine in some childish way that T was among them,
that I too was up there on the screen of history, mlfa
white lace catechism dress, sweating and grimy, yet self-
arrying my load. .
Ies;bm%hisyﬁtﬂe fantasy one blistering afternoon
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when the heat finally got me. Sunstroke. While crossing
one of the wide sandy firebreaks that separated some of
the blocks, I passed out.

This put me in bed for a week. After T recovered,
several months went by before I resumed my catechism,
For one thing, Papa discouraged me. It was just before
this happened that he had returned from Fort Lin-
coln. He was back among us, making decisions, giving
commands. For a while it seemed we would almost be
a family again. But it didn’t turn out that way. He

was not the same man. Something terrible bad happened
to him in North Dakota, )

simply gone. Now I was so happy. to see him that I
up and threw my arms around his waist and bur-
d my face in his belt. I thought I should be laugh-
and welcoming him home. But I started to cry. By
his time everyone was crying, No one else had moved
to touch him. It was as if the youngest, the least
perienced, had been appointed to display what the
ers, held back by awe or fear, or some old-country
tion of respect for the patriarch, could not. I hugged
im tighter, wanting to be happy that my father had
me back. Yet I hurt so inside I could omnly wel-
me him with convulsive fears.

He arrived at Manzanar on a Greyhound bus. We
all went down to the main gate to meet him, everyone
but Woody’s wife, Chizu, who was in the camp hos-
pital. The previous day she’d given birth to Papa’s
first grandson. She named him George, in honor of Pa-
pa’s return. Two of my sisters were pregnant at the time,
and they were there at the gate in hot-weather smocks,
along with Woody, who had left the hospital long
enough to welcome Papa back, and Granny and Ma-
ma and the rest of the family, a dozen of us standing in
the glare, excited, yet very revereat as the bus pulled in,

The door whished open, and the first thing we saw
Was a cane—1I will never forget it—poking from the
shaded interior intb sunlight, a straight, polished maple
limb spotted with dark lidded eyes where small knot-
holes had been stained and polished. '

Then Papa stepped out, wearing a fedora hat and a
wilted white shirt. This was September 1942. He had |
been gone nine months. He had aged ten years. He
looked over sixty, gaunt, wilted as his shirt, under-
weight, leaning on that cane and favoring his right leg.
He stood there surveying his clan, and nobody moved, |
Dot even Mama, waiting to see what he would do or
say, waiting for some cue from him as to how we |
should deal with this. ]

I was the only one who approached him, I had not :
thought of him much at all after he was taken away. He
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